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SELECTIONS. 








The Candide af Voltaire, and the Raffelas of Johne | 


y 
ly compared. 


fons morally and litera. 





ss The means are different, but the end the fame.’? 


It is nearly impoffible to read the Candide 
of Voltaire, and Johnfon’s Raffelas, without 
an involuntary comparifon of their refpective 
excellencies. The iubject of each, human life, 
is equally important ; and though they both 
agree as to its mifery, yet the modes of treat. 
ing it forms the mot firiking contraft in the 
characters and the ftyles of the two men, and, 
in a very happy manner, difcriminates their 
eurn of national thought. ‘There is a concife- 
nets and an elegance in the Frenchman, that 
is inimitable. Hie is here, as in all his other 
writings, evidently above his fubject ; plays 
with it as with a toy, and his narration every 
where {parkles with the corrutcations of an 
aGive, and mercurial imagination. Humour 
heightened by the moft cutting trony, is his 
predominant feature, and his caricatures ever 
extort the laugh of approbation, The judg- 
ment of the reader is hurried away by the 
variety, and rapid fucceflion of the feenes, 
the novelty of the incidents, the wvacity of 
the diétion, and the irrefiltible ridicule per- 
vading the whole. The miferies of mankind 
claim no more of his compatlion than their 
follies. Neither the fufferings of Candide, 
nor thofe of his acquaintance,. onee awaken 
the figh of fympathy, and the vicitfliiudes they 
undergo, however extraordinary and cruel, 
with fingular felicity, are made the fource of 
ourdelight. The obitinate prejudices of Pan- 
glofs, his pertinaceous adherence to his fa- 
vourite maxim in fpite of experience, and in 
the midit of the heavielt affitétion and univer- 
fal calamity, fharpen the thafts of ridicule 
which the author levels againtt him with hap- 
pieft effeé& ; while the wavering doubts, the 
unbounded generofity, and amiable fimplicity 
of his pupil, divert, reconcile, and endear him 
to us to the laft. 
leifure to feel a moral. 
and unfeeling ingratitude of mankind, ferve 
but to provoke our mirth, and we are prepared 
for the burft of humour which commonly fol- 
lows the moft atrocious attions.* We indeed 


In no part hardly have we | 
The felfith bafenefs | 


wane 


| of the inflability of human grandeur and 
| power, fearcely ftrike us. Even the infenfible 
| depravity of the Dutch failor during the earth- 
quake, drawn in true coftume fails to raife our 
indignation and abhorrence. He too cracks 
his jokes amid the moft tremendous, and defo- 
lating fcenes, the groans of the dying, and the 
mangled prefence of the dead ; and we be- 
hold a magnificent and populous city, with all 
its “ gorgeous palaces, folemn temples, and 
cloud-capt towers,” buried with its inhabitants 
without a groan. ‘The author is always fure 
to pleafe. He addreffes himfelf conftantly 





to the fenfes of his readers, and the feather of 
his pen tickles the brain, without correéting the 
heart. His aétors area kind of harlequins, 
who undergo fuch transformations on the nat- 
ural, as we fee them on the artificial ftage, 
and our pleafure arifes from the fame caufe in 
both ;—the fkill with which we are deceived ; 
while the exquifite colouring of the fcenes, 
and the dexterity in changing them, compleat 
the delufion. At one time, they are wanton- 
ly butchered; at another, folemaly hanged ; 
them they are burned, for our amufement : 
when lo! a new deception, and we behold 
them once more to be deceived again. Such 
are the magic powers of Voltaire’s wit ! 


+ How diiferent are our emotions in reading 


| 


the Prince of Abyflinia ! While our imagina- 
tions luxurioutly indulge in the defcription of 
the Happy Valley, we have barely time to 
catch a glimpfe of duppofed blifs, when Raffelas 
fteps forth and obicures it. ‘The folemnity of 
the ityle increafes with the importance of the 
tory. Our intereft in the fate of the prince 
never forfakes us fora moment. Our hopes 
foar on the artificial wings of his friend the 
mechani(t, and when he drops, our fears rife. 
We behold him in the lake, lend a help to 
draw him afhore, and then retire with Raffelas 
to a temporary dejection, which foon gives way 
to hope for a happier event. We next follow 
the prince to the middle of the mountain, work 
with him until day-light is difcovered beyond 
the prominence, and ifluing with him to the 





SS 


remember our own Mifs Cunegund and {mile | 


at former prejudices, fatisfied that there are 


finer caitles than ‘Thunder Ten Tronk, and if | 


the want of more than two-and-feventy armo- 
rial quarterings in our efcutcheons did not 
prevent the union of our firlt loves, death or 
lome other fatality, in all probability, had done 
itfor us. And thefe are among the molt fert- 


ous refleGions that Candide offers to the mind, | 


ortecalls to the memory. His fix dethroned 

ings, thongh true to hiftorie faa, ferve only 
4s ficurants to fill 
querade, and the awful example they furnith 





In guftice to Mr. Voltaire, it ought to be ob- 


apt ? - oT el 

Jerved, that the remark of the cld man on the banks 
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up his grand carnival mat- | 


top, our fancy, with rapture, beholds ** The 
Nile, yet a narrow current, wandering beneath 
us.” Our hearts, too, in unifon with his, 
« Seem to bound like prifoners efeaped, and 
we fhare in the delights of a wider horizon.” 
With Imlae alfo, we recollect, with increafe of 
fenfibility, the fenfations, which vibrated with- 
in us, on our firlt cafting our eyes on the “ Ex. 
panfe of the mighty deep.””’ We embark with 
Lim “ On the world of waters, caft our eyes 
round with pleafing terror, think our fouls en- 
larged by the boundlefs profpeé, and imagine 


we could gaze for ever, but foon find ourfelves | 


grow weary with looking on barren uniformi- 
ty ;” and while we recognife thefe images, 
thus reflected on our memories, “ We enjoy, 
for a moment, the powers of a poet.” 7 

The furvey of mankind which follows, their 
various habits, profeflions, and employments, 
leave a deep impreflion on the mind, and the 
heart is always mended through the under- 
ftanding. Every chapter is, indeed a moral, 
and wifdom teaches in every page. ‘The au- 


thor’s reafoning fhines with all the fplendor | 





LE ASTI 





Th Be tS 


and force of truth ; his di@ion glows with im- 
agery, and is every where profufe of all the 
beautiful and fublime decorations of eaftern 
ftyle and phrafeology. The whole work, 
moreover, may be confidered, as has been jultly 
obferved, “* A beautiful poem in profe,” orig- 
inal in its conftruétion, and abounding in the 
moft important and penetrating obfervations ; 
at once folid and refined, awful and profound ; 
often new, and always juft; and the reader, 
whatever may have been the viciflitudes of 
his own life, is taught the ufeful leffon—to be 
contented in the {phere it has pleafed Provi- 
dence to appointhim. Voltaire wantons in fal- 
lies of {portivenefs ; commits his genius to the 
wings of fancy, and, regardlefs of probability, 
explores regions of imaginary nature, and 
paints them in the moft fafcinating colors. 
The immages he chiefly prefents to the mind, 

pleafe from their novelty, and the fpell that 
gives the principal intereft to his heroes, is noth- 
ing lefs than abfurdity itfelf. Of men, he 

draws the individual, rather than the {pecies, 

and manners rather than life. His charaéters 
are, however, finely drawn, highly contrafted, 
and artfully difcriminated ; and though he 

contents himfelf with a comparatively narrow 
obfervation of the different modes of human 

exiftence, yet, is the {phere of his hero’s aétion 

expanded over the old and new world., His re- 

fletions and deductions are few, and feldom 

ferious . for how can we expe morality from him, 

who reafons only to deride. Johnfon, rejecting 

{prightlinefs, indulges in ftately folemnity ; 

takes a lefs excurfive range: but his defcrip- 

tions and characters embrace all the modifica- 

tions of life and manners, from a courttoa 

cottage ; from the lucubrations of the learned, 

to the diurnal avocations of the peafant. The 

great and invariable outlines of human nature 

are thus filled up with all the different fhades 

and tints of coloring that give exiitence to his 

picture, and prove the copy’s faithfulneis to 

the grand original. 


His delineations and conclufions are adapt. 
ed to men of letters, rather than to the un- 
thinking and vulgar. Hence, the Frenchman 
has the moft numerous admirers, and the Eng- 
man the moft fele@. The former wrote to 
delight only ; the latter blends inftru€tion with 
amufement. All can laugh with the one, but 
few have the philofophy to moralize with the 
other. Of inventive powers, as diftin& from 
the effufions of mere fancy, in which Voltaire fo 
much excels, Johnfoh muft claim pre-emi- 
nence. The former having borrowed his Coun- 
try of El Dorado, and means of arriving there, 
partly from hiftory, and partly from the Ara- 
bian Nights Entertainments,* It is the hap- 
py valley, in a larger fcale, and is a fingular 
coincidence of train of thought, that both au- 
thors fhould have conceived the fame plan to 
demonftrate the impof¥bility of contentment in 
this world, But Johnfon’s is all his own, tra- 
dition, according to Milton, having placed the 
Paradife which fecured the progeny of the Aby!- 
{inian monarchs on mount Omara, and he 





* Vide Sinpad’s fixth voyage, 
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himfelfhas chofen a mount for our firft par- 
ents, in his own {fcheme.t : 
How far Johnfon’s exceeds Voltaire’s in 
richnefs and luxuriance of imagination, and 
juftnefs of conception, the readers of Raffelas 
and Candide may determine ; and they may 
alfo decide the preference between the learned, 
and comprehenfive definition of the various 
qualities effential to a poet, fo eloquently de- 
{cribed ‘by Imlac, and the keen fagacity ; and 
fattidious delicacy, exemplified inthe mot no- 


ftyle, it would be difficult to choofe where both 
are models in their refpective ways, and alike 
demand equal admiration. 

The performance of the one, is a perfonal 
fatire on an individual,f as well as a general 
one on mankind, embellifhed with the mott lu- 
dicrous, yet the mot acute, poignant, and, 
fonetimes, malignant farcafms on human na- 
ture with which profligacy itlelf could have at 
tired it: that of the other, an affecting, but 
true likenefs of man’s frailties, his weaknefles, 
and his wants, fuch as he really is, without 
the broad mirth of unfeeling humor to hide 
them. 

‘Lhe reflections that follow are folemn and 
fad; and nothing but the hope which offers of 
perfect happinefs in another world can recom- 
penfe us for the milery we have feen experienced 
in this. But it fhou:d be remembered, in favor 
of the author of Raffvlas, taat as men would 
laugh rather than weep, the defign of Candide 
has an accidental advantage to which genius 
ean lay no claim. It muit be, after all, con- 
feffed, that, though the Frenchman places eve- 
ry thing in a ridiculous point of view, the 
Englifhman throws a fombre cait over his pic- 
ture, that accords with his conttitutional melan- 
choly,and national poleghm. Yet it is fome- 
what remarkable, taat both authors fhould 
leave the mind in a kind of fufpenfe: Candide 
being in doubt at the la(t, whether all is not 
for the belt ; and Raffelas feeing throughout 
alithe diverfified conditions of men, happi- 
nefsno where to be found, determines without 
fixing the choice of lite, to return to Aby linia. 
The grave and faturnine may fafely folace 
themieives with Candide, while the frolic 
and the gay would do well to attend to the 
hiftory of Raffelas.* B. B. 

+ The fcholar may amufz himfelf by campariug the 
happy valley with the celebrated gardens of the Ro- 
man Flora, and the Grecian Alcinous ; and thofe of 
the African Hefperides, and the Afiatic Horti Ado- 
nis. Multon’s defcription yields to neither. 

$ Letinita. 

* [i is a curious and well known faa, that Vol- 
taive, and Johnfon were writing their hiflories about 
the {ime ime, without cither being privy to the other’ s 
djign. Johnfon wrote bis “ Jn icven evenings to 
defray his mother’s funeral expenfes.”” What time 
Voltaire employed to finifh his is not known. Vide 
Bofwe'll’s Jobnfon. 

—— 
Correfpondence between Mr. Sterne and Mrs. 
Draper. 


ELIZA ro YORICK——No, IIL. 


Kinp Yoricr, ~ Ten o'clock. 

I Pi RUSED your epiftle, as I always do. 
with infinite pleafure. I am charmed with 
your account of that worthy nobleman, Lord 
Bathurii—half a icore of fuch as him, would 
render old age amiable, redeem it from the 


THE LITERARY TABLET. 
defirable period of life. 


ing.The manner of his introducing himfelf 


enough to render his name refpectable. I am 
obliged to his Lordfhip, for his good opinion 
of me, though I only fhone like the moon, 
with borrowed light. I cannot merit his en- 
comiums—they are not due to myfelf ; but to 
my picture, as drawn by your brilliant imag- 
ination. Your kind fancy was the fun that 
gave me the light which his Lordfhip admire 
ed—You fpeak with feraphick truth, when 
you fay, “ Heaven gives us ftrength propor- 
tioned to the weight it lays upon us :’—I 
have experienced it—for I found fortitude ‘in- 
creafe with my ulnefs, and, as {trength decay- 
ed, my dependence upon Providence grew 
‘tronger ; but 1 am better, thank Heaven. 
You bid me hope every thing—I do—hope is 
the balm of my foul—the kind foother of my 
anguih upon all occafions—The time ap- 
proaches for my departure from England—I 
could with you to be of the voyage—your con- 
veriation would fhorten the tedious hours, 
and fmooth the rough bofom of the deep— 
I fhould find no terrors from the wavering ele. 
ments, nor dread the dangers that iurround 
my fioating prifon—yet why thould I with 


domettick happinefs, to trult the precarious 
ocean, and feek an inclement fky ?—Cruel 
thought, Eliza !—be content to bear thy Yor. 
ick’s image in thy mind, and to treafure his 
inftrucion in thy heart—then thou wilt be 
properly futtained againtt the changes ot for- 
tune, aod the dangers of the deep—then wilt 
thou be, in the true fenfe of expreffion, Yor- 
ick’s ELIZA. 


YORICK to ELIZA......[No. IV.J 


I Write this, Eliza, at Mr. James's, whilt 
he is drefling, and the dear girl, his wife, is 
writing befide me, to thee.—1 got your mel. 
ancholy billet betore we fat down to dinner. 
Tis inelancholy indeed, my dear, to hear {o 
piteous an account of thy ficknefs ! Thou art 
jencompaffed with evils enow, without that ad- 
ditional weight ! I fear it will fink thy poor 
foul, and body with it, paft recovery—Heaven 
fupply thee with fortitude ! We have talked of 
nothing but thee, Eliza, and of thy {weet vir- 
tues, and endearing condudt, all the afternoon: 
Mrs. James, and thy Bramin, have mixt their 
tears a hundred times tn {peaking of thy hard- 
fhips. thy geodnefs, thy graces.—The ***#’s, 
by heavens, are worthlefs! I have heard e- 
nough to tremble at the articulation of the 
name.—How could you, Eliza, leave them, 
(or fuffer them to leave you rather,) with im- 
prefions the leaft favourable! I have told 
thee enough to plant difguft againft their 
treachery to thee, to the lait hour of thy life ! 
Yet ftill, thon toldef{ Mrs. James at laft, that 
thou believeit they affectionately love thee.— 
Her delicacy to my Eliza, and true regard to 
her eafe of mind, have faved thee from hear- 
ing more glaring proofs of their bafenefs—For 
God’s fake write not to them; nor foul thy 
fair charaéter with fuch polluted hearts. —They 
love thee ! What proof? Is it their aétions 
that fay fo? or their zeal for thofe attach- 
ments, which do thee honour, and make thee 
happy ? or their tendernefs for thy fame ? No 
—But they weep, and fay tender things.—A- 








character of morofenefs, and render it the moft 


— 


dieu to all fuch forever. Mrs. James’s honeft 


to you, at the Princefs of Wales’ Court, 1s ! 


to call you from your peaceful retirement and | 








The company his ! heart revolts againit the idea of ever returning 
Lordfhip has kept, and the friendfhip he has | them one vifit.—I honour her, and I honour 
courted, fufficiently evidence his underftand- | thee, for almoit every act of thy life, but this 


blind partiality for an unworthy being. 

Forgive my zeal, dear girl, and allow me 
aright which arifes only out of that fund of 
affection [ have,and fhall preferve for thee to the 
hour of my death ! Refle&, Eliza, what are'm 
motives for perpetually advifing thee ? think 
whether I can have any, but what proceed 
from the caufe I have mentioned! I think 
you are a very deferving woman; and that 
you want nothing but firmnefs, and a better 
opinion of yourfelf, to be the bett female char. 
acter I know. Iwith{ could infpire you with 
a fhare of that vanity your enemies lay to 
your charge; (though to me it has never been 
vifible) becaufe I think in a well turned mind, 
it will produce good effects. 

I probably fhall never fee you more ; yet 
I flatter mylelf you'll fometimes think of me 
with pleafure ; becanfe you mult be convince. 
ed [ love you, and fo interelt myfelf in your 
rectitude, that I had rather hear of any evil 
befalling you, than your want of reverence 
for yourlelf. I had not power to keep this 
remoniirance in my brealt.—It’s now out; 
fo adieue Heaven watch over my Eliza. 
Vhine, YORICK. 


ee. 
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FOR THE LITERARY TABLET. 


Diferder of IntelleS. 

THERE is fearce any man, in whofe mind 
imagination does not fometimes feize the 
reins of government, and predominate over 
the exertions of reafon; in whofe intelled, 
airy phantoms do not fometimes tyrannize and 
ferce him beyond the limits of fober proba- 
bility. 

An important train of thought engages the 
attention ; the mind turning with difgut 
from every other objet, continually dwells on 
its favorite conception. 

In the labor of thought and the ardor of 
{peculation, it expatiates in the fields of bound. 
lefs futurity, and gathets in its wild excurfions, 
every thing which imagination ean poffibly 
fuggeft, as connected with the fubject of med- 
itation. . The reign of fancy is itrengthened 
and confirmed ; the mind gathering freih 
phantoms from the gloom of jolitude and its 
own natural refources, foon feats or fickens 
on the fweetnefs, or the bitternefs of falfehood, 
and is frenzied by dreams of hope, or fears of 
“ rapture or of anguifh.” 
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True greatnefs depends on the motives of altis. 


THERE are none who deferve fuperiority 
over others in the efleem of mankind, who 
do not make it their endeavor to be beneficial 
to fociety ; and who upon all occafions whica 
their circumitances of life can adminifter, do 
not take a certain unfeigned plealure im con- 
ferring benefits of one kind or other. Thofe 
whofe great talents and high birth have placed 
them in confpicuous {tations of life, are indif- 
penfably obliged to exert fome noble inclina- 
tion for the fervice of the world, o1 elie fuch? 
advantages become misfortunes, and fthade 
and privacy are a more eligible portion. 
Where opportunities and tuclinations are given 
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to the fame perfon, we fometimes fee fublime 
inftances of virtue, which fo dazzle our ima- 
ginations that we look with fcorn on all which 
in lower feenes of lite we may ourfelves be 
able to praétife. But thisis a vicious way 
of thinking ; and it bears fome {pice of ro- 
mantic madnefs, for a man to imagine that 
he muft grow ambitious, or feek adventures, 
to be able to do great actions. At is in every 
man’s power in the world, who is above mere 
poverty, not only to do things worthy, but he- 
roic. ‘he gteat foundation of civil virtue is 
{elf-denicl ; and there is no one above the ne- 
ceilities of lite, but has opportunities of ex. 
ercifing that noble quality _and doing as 
much as his circumftances will bear for the 
eafe and convenience of other men; and he 
who does more than ordinarily men prattife, 
upon fuch occafions as occur in his life, de- 
jerves the efteem cf his friends, as if he had 
done enterprifes, which are ufually attended 
with the higheft glory. Men of public fpirit 
differ rather in their circumitances than their 
yirtue ; and the man who does allhe can ina 
low tiation, is more a hero than he who o- 
mits any worthy action he is able ty accom- 
plifl, in a great one. a 
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DISSIMULATION. 

NO one trait, in the character of man, has 
rnled with fo uninterrupted a fway, as difimu- 
lation. On its firit appearance in the world, 
with the o/d deceiver, it received a joyful wel- 
come to the affections of ovr common morher. 
Mark its reign through tucceeding ages. Not 
a period has elapfed, which has not been fa- 
vourable to the domination of this defpotic 
pation. Modern politene/s, with her numerous 
and agreeable concomitants, chertthes difimula. 
tion as her introductory accomplithment. The 
finple and credulous perion, only, is infnared, 
and rendered vain, by this vile flratagem. ‘The 
villain and the rake, only, are nearly enough 
allied to their father, the devil, to prac. 
tile deceit. The former, actuated by a hellith 
paffion, has recourfe to this artifice, to con- 
cealfome nefarious machination! the latter, 
ignorant of true refinement, that he may gain 
the admiration of a gazing prude, 

Although [ have fpecified fome notorious 
friends to diffimulation ; yet, the number of its 
Votaries, almoft, equals the number of rational 
beings. Some, who know no reitraint, but 
gratification to the extent of fenfuality, prac- 
tife flattery, as the molt direét way, to feduce, 
and ruin. Others, who ate not fo badly prin- 
cipled, by this, infinuate themfelves into the 
eteem of mankind, withing to be venerated 
as perfect models of imitation. With melan- 
tholy I proceed ! Profefors of chriftianity are, 
many of them, contaminated with this demon- 
tacal contagion. They plead, that it increafes 
the happinefs of thofe, on whom it is impofed, 
that it renders a perfon more popular, there- 
tore, they indulge it, in a reftricted fenfe. 
‘hus, has this deadly poifon found an afly- 
‘um in the brealt of almoft every defcendant 
ef Adam. © fad dilemma of apoftate man! 

‘hy moll approved conduct is the fame, as 
%, who firft brought fhame upon the inno- 
fence of modelt Eve, and then, endured the 
curfe of ajultly frowning God. © thou fallen 
Ang “ ¢ « 


tobave availed thyfelf of the weakns/s, which is 


b bal - yy 3 " . 
veauty of the temale fex. But fhudder, my 


el of light, how mercilefs thine heart, thus, | 
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foul, at the horrid thought, that man has tak- 
en the devil’s place. How indefatigable is man, 
in his round of diffimulation. With arrogance 
does he boaft his fuperiority over the fair, in 
point of ftability. With eagle’s ken, he watch- 
es every avenue to her weakett paffion, that he 
may exult in female victories, and murdered 
chaftity. But, what charatter among human 
beings, deferves the coguette ! Surely; the is 
poffeffed of the moft fordid, the mot defpica- 
cable difpofition of any, who have fhared in the 
general contagion. Thofe charms, which the 
author of nature has beftowed upon her, to 
excite the fympathy, and gain the proteétion of 
the oppofite fex, fhe has proftituted to the moft 
infamous purpofes, To win the friendfhip, 
by fair pretenfions, and then difdain the friend, 
who knowing nothing but fincerity, has be- 
come the victim of her deceit, is all her glory. 
Thus, by defpifing honefty in her fuitors, and 
wounding the hearts, of but few, fhe not only 
forfeits all claim to refpetability, but to this ca- 
lamity fhe entails the difgrace of dwindling away 
the wretched life of an old maid. As mother Eve 
firlt encouraged the dire diffimulation of fatan, 
and by her facinating intrigue, dragged her 
conipanion to the perpetration of the fame per- 
fidious conduct ; fo the coguette, by approbating 
the flattery of the rake, cherifhes in her bofom 
the viper, that is preparing to infli@ the poif- 
enous wound. O my beloved? clay-fellows, 
from this feanty furvey of the effeéts of your 


you does not bluth for having carefled fo hoflile 
a for. * OQ! tempora! O! mores !” 


W. 








much eiteemed priaciple, difimulation, who of 


It wants the tinity of the critics, and the . 
ing thoughts of the anticritics. Both partie 
have therefore been carelefs of pleafing him ; 
and the Englith reader, not having found in 
his poem the Colconda mine of gems and gold, 
now reverts to the harmonious verfification of 
Pope, or the natural landfcapes of Cowper. I 
know not why Southey failed. He certainly 
has powers of no common kind. He was not 
indeed fo carefully nurfed by the mufes and 
graces on the hills or in the vallies, as Thomp- 
fon ; and fancy did not blow on him fo ftrong 
a breath, ason Burns ;_ yet he has fcenes, and 
little delicate phraies, and nice peculiarities, 
and fometimes {trong burfts of paflion, which 
exhibit fomething more, than the quotidiana- 
rum harum formarum. 

So much for Southey. Coleridge is the 
boaft of many a vulgar mind ; but, if the com- 
mons honor him, the lords rejeét, the prince 
difclaims him. Bloomfield too pretends ,to 
fomething more, than fhoemaking. I Care 
little for his pretenfions to a myrtle wreathe, 
as I know, that the mufes are tired of his lays. 
Whom thefe ladies love, I cannot tell ;_ but I 
feel certain, that they never paced the ftreets 
of London in Bloomfield fhoes, and with 
Bloomfield for a beau ; for they are nymphs 
of the valley and mountain, and they love to 
linger along the folitary woodwalks of Cowper, 
and traverfe the heath and the hill, where 
Burns picked his wild feented daify, and fpent 
with the cotter his Saturday night.—[ Lit. Mi. 

INTEMPERANCE, 
Sania 





“MISCELLANEOUS, 


PRESENT STATE OF ENGLISH POETRY. 











THE prefent ftate of Englifh poetry has 
ew claims to applaufe. The days of Cow- 
per are palit, and no brother bard has great 
pretenfions to excellence. ‘The caule of de- 
generacy is difficult to be afcertained, unlefs 
it is that books and reafoning have driven fan- 
cy and feeling into exile. But wherever the 
mufes may be, in London, or on the highlands, 
in diftant retreat, or in crowded companies, 
they have difcrect worfhippers, who would 
probably fearch for their refidence with more 
ardor, than the Swifs huntfmen for the craggy 
jut of the chamois. I am unwilling to be- 
lieve, that England cannot produce poets.— 
The land of Shakefpeare, Milton, Pope, 
Thompfon, and Gray, has not grown fterile. 
There are fcenes ftill to be defcribed as prodig- 
iots, as the cliff of Dover, which Shakefpeare 
has painted true to nature ; and hills as beau- 
tiful, as that of Richmond, kiffed continually 
by the Thames, only want the verfes of 
Thompfon to make them vitited and admired. 
The {pring is till lovely. The cuckoo is yet 
heard in the gardens, and the hawthorn hedge 
has not ceafed to bud, and the horizon contin- 
ues to be lovely, and the early rofes are fill 
wetted with the dew drops of the morning.— 
But the Englifh poets feem not to be animat- 
ed by the return of day and night ; and they 
continue lifelefs and indifferent amid the revo- 
lutions of the feafons. Southey in the opinion 
of many produced a fine poem in the Joan of 
Arc, and by general fuffrage difcovered 
talents, which prognofticated a national epic. 
| Butall have been difappointed. His “ Madoc” 
“has beautiful fcenes, but is deficient as a whole. 








War its thoufands flars, 

Peace its ten thoufands ; in th’ embattled plain, 

Tho’ death exults, and claps his raven wings, 

Yet reigns he not ev’n there fo abfolute, 

So mercilets as in your frantic {cenes 

Of midnight revel and tumultuous mirth, 

Where in th’ intoxicating draught conceal’d, 

Or couch’d beneath the ylance of lawlefs love, 

He fnares the fimple youth, who nought fuf 
peding 

Means to be bleit :—But finds himfelf undone. 

Down the fmooth ftream of time the ftrippling 
darts, 

Gay as the morn; bright grows the vernal fkies, 

Hope {wells his fails, and paflion fteers his 
courfe ; 

Safe glides his little bark along the fhore, 

Where virtue takes her ftand, but if too far, 

He launches forth beyond difcretion’s mark, 

Sudden the tempelt fcow]s, the furges roar, 

Blot her fair day, and plunge him in the deep: 

O! fad—but fure mifchance ! 


EPIGRAM. 


By favouring wit, Mezcenas purchafed fame ; 
Virgil’s own work immortalized his name : 

A double fhare of fame is Dorfet’s due ; 

At once the patron and the poet too. — 


-—2 +o 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


THE editor returns his acknowledgments to 
his correfpondents for their favors. 
He hopes his ‘Lazy Correfpondent’ will 
throw off a little of his floth, and make more 
frequent communications. 
A. Z’s Foetical favors will be always 
gratefully received. ; 
We fhould like to hear often from ¢ Senfation.’ 
We hope ¢ Selima’ will not forget us—We 
fhall not forget her, while we can perufe the 
effufions of her poetic fancy. 





a we Se 





ei a 


sea ce ts can tat 


——— 
—eE———EEEE 























sh 
" 
a 
° 
i“ 
Bid 
- 
‘ 
Fi 
i 
we 
he of 
ee 
4, 
i 
the 
a) 
ae 






































; tf 
i >, ‘ 
ae ” THE LITE 
hs TERARY TABLET. 
| hye FOR, THE LITERARY TABLET. FOR THE LITERARY TABLET 
\ BASE be ae ' ‘ UNITY 
Hick fie A MORNING | 3 T , , oy > 
ii nkareen tn ‘ RAMBLE. TO SALLY. Thus recogniz’d, the {pring of lif 
ba 7Xid Phoebus this morning arofe, DEAR Sally. O. w thought ! se and 
+f And with {plendour illumin’d the weft ; ee oe why are you coy : Eternal, felf-deriv’d, and : 
it Sweet odours the woodbines difclos’d ; Br 4 pureft wilhes do you icorn, Approach, celeftial Mate oe 
oe Lhe groves in gay beauty were dreft ‘ ae ae plaints, ao dean deftroy, And awfully adore th’ per iss me throne, 
a) The feafon was charming indeed ; nd make me wretched and forlorn ? In nature pure, in place fia ag ’ 
pag Ihe fcenes gave delight to the eye ; M . And happy in effential uni ee y free, — 
mee We tript along over the mead y Salis clear honey, Blefs’d in. himfel rene Pe , 
fo) 4 gee "Tw; 2 : ? She’s bought wit! efs’d in himfelf, had from his formi \ 
f: | was Mira, Maria and I. : gat with no money ; No. creatures {pr Ais forming hand 
He So fharp is her eye, Sir, mand prong to hall his wide com, amor 
rr I tell you, ye fportfmen of fame ! Who fees her mutt die, Sir. Blefs’d had the Cueva bates ; pone 
ig i : Who ramble for pleafure around, To | 1 A boundlefs fea of blifs th: ‘4 ne’er run o’er, 
aang is nought but a name lecacumee “doe “y ewes S35 ne Enows ao Tampa = 
iere virtue is not to be fi v n€ Lore, is Killing 3 Y . 
Pgh wine Boker 7. — Behold my tears, me leawiid foo” $ ag sy can two prime organs conceive 
Wi be poy: June, Vewar Sofeciabiee becert hf ; a Nor reafon two eternal Gods believe ! ’ V 
a = rofes and lilies combine, if mutt fure be willing. | Could the wild Manichzan own that guid | both 
as the pleature, the prize and the boon ; The sood. will tr; ; at guide 5 
Twas Mira’ Maria’s and mine. Nn ; There’s no fo fine body, Amie ae -y a and all the it befide ! | the pe 
So fair and fo ruddy ; Ath dented rman do Arimanius bleed, ; tainec 
Each pluck'd me scatlie fontn tea ierter 9 - ; now like my Sally ; | efs from prevailing light recede ! ~ 0 
They feeming in kindnefs to vie ; ‘ ow pretty the'll dally. In diffrent individuals we find the f 
Were nymphs ever fairer than they? Where e’er I ae , An evident difparity of mind * cere 
Or fhepherd more happy than I ? tyres om y day or night, Hence ductile thought a thoufand h on the 
eee Eden carets’d Vous srs mH nt "f sat A vx gains, _— their i 
y one Eve pure happinefs knew ing form is fairin fight, And aétions . mi 
Then furely I doubly - Oe hi Your walk, your words are in my head. But raphe Resey hs ill ss ; em 
Vh , aa , . , equally fupreme ipecie: 
When {weetly carefled by two. Sal’s fte P Divided pow’er, and parted em nn ot a. kind. 
EUGENIO ps are fo handfome, nw fi a I aim 5 fen 
° To fee her once dance fome, How a wore univerfal order ceafe ! Phe 
FOR THE LITERARY TABLET — airs fo bewitching, ~ ce “Seong difcord yoemency difplace what 
= ° *Twould fet you a itching. ee es maintain eternal fight equal 
A FRAGMENT ‘ Yy ne — yee epee by eternal might ¢ in the 
WHO goes tripping o'er the plain ? ae a gare joys to fip? 1¢re = would uncontroul’d his aim pur. teem 
ie pa | pafling, 1” inhale ee ee te nape The links diffever, or the chain renew ; es int 
a ingging with her fwain ; Peary spe iegtinate hasioge tag ID» Matter from motion crof3 impreflions take upon | 
ow fo tweetly: kiffing ? eves Saeee | a ste ~— pow’r his rival’s pow’r to nas ot the 
3 _ 5 rile neutral Chaos, from his d er for y 
x ry I know her lovely form, leith | a. _ se Would view the oon ie 7 A The 
—— ne fweetly fmiling, I’d make you a vate tg And blefs the conteit that fecur’d his peace! ed by | 
rom reatts dilpelling ev'ry ftorm, You'd ne’er fay “I fad am.” While new creations would oppofing rife, ing par 
Ev’ry care beguiling. im ee war deform the fkies ! Vani 
é , Around wild uproar and confufion hurl’d, abfurd 
Fiy, curs’d envy from my foul EDWY anp AMELIA ; Eclipfe the heav’ns, and wattle the ruin’d ly ftren 
Ceafe, my paffions teafing or the CHARMING MORN. world, ape 
Sure the rotes, in full t ; | me 
pao half fo pir pa sor eh t i ny — yr D ha independent caufes to admit, For virt 
. ark, high foaring tun’d his morning | Veltroys religion, and debafes wit ; ledts of 
* lay The firft by fuch ; rege h “aT he 
Ii ty all pas beens beftow The painted Jand-fcapes here and there dif The ial x soy bg f ras one han el 
n fome fond {wain careffing ; clofe As ff 5 . a of . 
Let me the heav’nly gift a ; The pride of Flora and the boaft of May. ge ania te: mace. co 
Nor rob him of the blefling. That wind irriguous thro’ the flow’ry lawn ; nition of 
When through the fields young Edwy tripp’d So, mindful of their {pring, one courfe they tly an 
Se ee ee The feathe-d choirs all hail him with s:fong, | Expl keep, Were it 
See him the pledge receiving ; ier’d choirs all hail him with a fong, | Exploring, till they find their native deep ! hothing | 
Would Heavn, the fweet might Hemlock And all feem’d bleft, but none more blithe ’ i i sg of what 
prove, Wh oo he, Exalted Pow’r ! invifible, fupreme, Procurin 
And blaft the wretch deceiving ! o fung and whilted as he hied along. Thou fov’reign, fole unutterable name ! A woma 
FES Te Se Pear As round thy throne thy flaming feraph’s lilies of 
Why thus with curs’d malicious, eye, She too was 0 we I ee ftand, g the be: 
Am E their a¢tions viewing ? ut the morning to enjoy, And touch the golden lyre with trembling the work: 
C s viewing ! Poffefs’d of every grace that’s form’d to charm hand : 7 man 
eafe, my heart, to heave the figh Without an art adapted ' anger Bs a, POW 
Gesln ‘a Ghaile ciurfii gh, art adapted to deftroy. Too weak thy pure effulgence to behold, trifling a 
puriuing. bg oceinr, Haven, fait Atadlin ori With - rich plumes their dazzled eyes it i is fi 
‘ 3» »iair Amelia cries— fold ; an . 
Wi alas ! : . . ; a” perif] 
“sng al . whee Joy ‘ P wv char ming — as fhe quickly pait, Tranfported with the ardcrs of thy paife, Afeata 
E y combining § ood morning, WCar, young Edwy quick re-} The holy | holy ! holy ! anthem raife ! beauty Ir 
nvy and hate my peace deftro plies, To them, refponfive, 1 son fing hav 
d Vs f ; , relpontive, let creation ung, : eo 
Round my heart entwining. A charming morn, indeed! but why fo fat? | Thee, indivifible eternal King! the moft 
Where alas ! have pleafures fled, ~~ ftopp’d—their artlefs prattke foon was o’er ; THE WORLD. 
Late my bofom filling ; - ogther home they dane’d acrofs the lawn;| ‘THE world’s a book, writ by th’ eternal 
Every pleafure now is dead, ext Sunday join’d their hands to part no art 
Ceafe my blood from thrillin wen Of the great Author ; printed in man’s heart ; 
S Aad fince they’ve witnefs’d many a charm-| ’Tis falfely printed, tho’ divinely penn’d, 
ing morn. And all th’ errata will apppear at th’ end. 





